places of life, than in the more secret corners of the world.
To quote only moderns, think of the warm glow of
humanity with which Dickens' touch has gloried the
great middle classes ! Think of what Pett Ridge has
made of the Cockneys and Eden Phillpotts of the men and
women of Devon and what glorious word pictures he
has drawn of the country he worshipped ! If only H. G.
Wells' brain had not made its urge so acutely compelling,
what marvellous successors we might have had to Kipps !
I ask myself now, after the joyous labour of having pro-
duced a very large number of novels and short stories,
how much I am indebted to this search for the unusual.
Very little, I think. In my younger days I used to be
fond of poking my nose into places where I did not
belong, but I do not remember that I benefited greatly
from it. Studies of criminal life by studying the criminal
himself can only be half-hearted. Every one of us is at
heart potentially a criminal. The accident of our remain-
ing virtuous is the accident of circumstances. Given
sufficient temptation of the sort which appealed, there are
few of us who would resist the act of sin. It is the oppor-
tunity which counts. The habitual criminal is, in the
majority of cases, the creature of circumstances. There
may have been a kink in his character from birth, but un-
less it had been appealed to in auspicious circumstances
at a propitious moment, it might never have developed
and he might have been worshipping on the next foot-
stool to our righteous selves today.
',-
In the days when Prohibition was at its height in the
United States, New York and Chicago were looked upon
as being the crime centres of the world. An influential
friend procured for me an introduction to the Chief Com-
missioner of Police Headquarters at New York and I was
more or less initiated into the mysteries of American
criminal life, I saw nothing I wanted to remember,
much less write about. It was all very ugly and repulsive.
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